
From Shakespearc to O. Henry
A review of a curious book by S. P. B. Mais, juat publiahed
by Grant Richards, in London. . . . Some kindly satire,
and views on literary criticism.

.From The Saturdati Reviete}
MR. KAI9 poeeaaeee the principal

and most _eceoea_ry qoalWcattoo
of the modern revitwcr of cur¬

rent Utaralaro aa ebootately tadfaeriad-
nato enUuisiasm for bookaol tha day. 1 or

Mr. Mail H I Mi-^s lo these times ef whole¬
sale pahUahiBf to be alive. Never Wai

England so focal a Bafl of singing birds.
_ The'-e WOTI BOVtl M many a'toni. hingly
F great BOVelil ¦ th.e theatre, thoogti

it bo for the ni<ment ut.dor a revue cloud
---occulted hy tl 1 the Veaaa*
berg wai ; terday a repertory of great
names, ar.d after the war (fo* Mr. Male
enjoyM thc hookl whieh are geiag to he

written ea n m theae whieh are already
vrith oa) v. onrern itaelf wi'.h the

grajvi n-:, in the days of Barker
nnd ¦>..

:s Mr. Mail alone eBthn«la_*le con-

cemi: | p rariee. The
rer m,i«-t love the cleeetra as well as

the oeo * '.'.¦"

with so punctual
an exal e modern i rviewi r, ta
p;ve | ¦. really thinks Shakeipeaie
¦nd Swif! en Jan< hv. ten as worthy of

0,.r ., it the pro] er time) as

.Mr. ].. the late 0. Henry. Homer
also wae i and Milton, like Mr.

Ma.e*. Id. wrote Uaea Not even
.-. .. | »n theee en-

f .. \ Q] not veary the

eaader wlth Mr ©pinione. Baflee
.antly pe;>pers his pages

wjth ns to bookl of every ;.<re

and kind. and that he obviously lovea them
all, ai.d. M .' can ascertain, lovea

them all equi
j ]],. ,-. '.irion which we hnve

long hdd concerninf the fate of Shake*
an if they were sud-
ng us to-day. These

; lie of netflect or

They would be

accept *******
-. \V.!._.x and Sl* James

,. m hai eeaaad to eof-
' judgment of a

instead (and pray
heaven that li be not ¦ woree affli.tion!)
4rrri :-.r deeoiating eathollcity of taete
tghkh ::pon B'ake ar\d

n Goldsmith ar.d Mr. E. F.
.. know the story of

r reviewir.g honors who in

I f atatod that hii aaa-.
L eaeral invective.
F inhapp ly lost its point
I relevant The necessary

ral invective but een-.

who bronght to bear upon
ire a taite tempered

,, | o had defialte tandards
und axacter! them, has become a Itgend.

*ut him nf Fce-faw-
fum or VI John K«*te1 There

atandardi to-day. The critics arej
Mertlj reqnired to like what other people
like. ar 1 the crH C who likes such matter

beat is the l*>?t critic.

THERE is a good as well as a bad rea-

|- r . tate Of things. The
good reas. tkiam has eeaood ta
be formal. Tl.e romantk critics have

taught us that forms and mctres do not
make poeti aad nevelieta, but that poets
and noveli n"s and mtttes. N'o
critic after Lamb or Colertdgo eoald ro

about . i'lite in the faihlon
Of Dryden or Johnson. W e beaitata to
slay a poei ;~" bii Baaa
(]c. i; his rhym.'S are

oaeertain. The modern critic li nervoui

of ep] '". bai even

hinted an doubt of their ex-

¦ critk modest
and careful wh ch no had thing. Bat
oefoii riticiera ha? aet only eeaaad
to ba fon M also cea.cd to lie

:h is quite another
matter.

Dryden made eome bad mi.take. in ap-

ptying 'ire leventeenth century formal
¦..ine to sixteentb century literature.

\ to make fon of Dry-
. to "The Tempeet" ns Im-

fe proved *nd d'Avenant Bai
W Dry l< if he were I

make erl work of many
Hta ki . rollen with the
rank laviah

pr;. For Dryden had
the powei niih. Hii mere lit*
araiv . have told him
the-' w wrong in aai
iu-tly ihe iam< ln appreeiating
K' or Bwifl as in ap] ting Mr.
Walter di la ".'

¦¦

of the hlunders of modern crltl-
<i.
hai 1

ba 'al eriticiam was

reallj pared with
(he taik of the modern npp't- iator. It

¦ is true it remiired .cholars, p-
Rand grai
f ni(: .¦ i literature and knew

the .

Bul ..-'... . Ued and ru.es

can be 1 ed, whereas the modern critic
l 1-- appan ..*':¦ 11 he false
¦ _'r the true, the t'.r. t fn-m thc

¦ r- .r,; f

Where Dr. Johaaon woald by rule of
thamb, by Um appli etioa ef eertain aai*

L Varaally accepted Itandarde, hrive heen
lable to pat Mr. Maeefleld in his plaee
B (whatever that may the modern

I
to gaide I im. 11 - in la iim]
for "initii rt"
Inr eoi - 'o which we all lay claim.
Hut \».-

fer nothii k than the rareel quality
in huir.ar. ' mefO Witl
raie and ti whtie taete

mnni, m\\**jaat}eM ao* tim awnm _*t»l*.ers.

HOWEVER, the large body of readers
who pretend to criticise or notice

booka have swallowed the assumption
thal modern criticism, being a matter of
taste. ean usefully be pursued by the un-

tad light oi nature; that there are

no rules: and (sinco this is a democratic
age) that ono innn's opinion is as good
laa another. There is accordingly no

mger any reason why books should be
damned, unless it be that the critie is
B sour, ill-nntured fellow who has not
learned that to read all is to forgive all.
When a reviewer is not bound by any
accepted standard to be hard upon the
book of the week. there is obviously no

reason why he should not praise it, unless
hfl happens to dislike the author, or to
ba r cglfcted by the publisher, or to have
B naturally inhurnane nnd limited nature.

I -;irly the more a man can find to
i.pprove in the work of his fellow men

the more liberal, sympnthetic and diseern-
ing he must be. Admittedly there are

rcores of clever writers of prose and
verse to-day wh- ;ire read by scores of
tl. 'usands of pe iple. To be blind to their
merit ls to be bilious in mind, body or

estate. And so it comes about that praise,
univeraal and intense, has come to be
recognized as tho sign of the good critie.
Every day new poets, new novelists and

r.ew dramatists nre discovered and dis-
COSBad in terms which Johnson would
have hesitated to employ of Homer him-
self. Mr. Mais, who has been a school-'
rraster, has an unfair advantage over tbe
ordinary reviewer in that he la not even

lm.ited tO the fully fledged works of genius
which issue monthlv from the pre-ses. He

* *

can tell us of young Mnsefields not yet
cut of MS., of sucking Keatses of vrhosfl
work "I can only murmur to my.-r'f.
'Ex-fUisitB.' 'Reautiful'".young poets of

B years or so who prompt, in Mr.
Mais the staggering reflection "that there
are probably hundreds of poets at this
moment working quietly in this country
as good as these, of whom we have heard
Iiterally nothing."
Of his more ordinary opportunities Mr.

Mais avails himself to the full. Though
we disclalm any intention of dealing with
Mr. Mais's opinions in deta;!, wc nre

bound in fairness to ourselves to indicate
the intensity and scope of his enthusiasm.
Among the novelists he finda a '-score or

EO of great writers, of whom ten at least
stand right out from their gencratiBH

B to live so long as English lil
ture is read. . . . Mackenzie m;iy or

may not [Mr. Mais has here on unusual
access of caution] be one of those ten,"
bat he has a "claim to greatnes.-," nnd of
"Guy and Pauline" Mr. Mais proclaims
that "there is nothing Hke it in the lan-
g'.age."
Of the poets Mr. Mais ls even more

assured: "There has never been an age
so rich in poets in history as our

own. . . . Wa live in a time of arnaz-

ing literary geniu.ses." To the theatre
l efore the war "most of the leading
porriuses of our time had contributed their
quota. . . . There were also BBOtooric
flights of poetic geniuses who neither fol¬
lowed r,or founded any 6chool, but llashed
brilliantly for an hour and then swept by.'

THERE is matter for reflection in thii
book of Mr. Mais. It is too typical a

work to be passed over as merely indi-
CBting n hnbit of self-indulgenee upon rhe
part of a literary plutton. We nre glad
to think that Mr. Mais and his like raaHy
enjoy Shakespeare and Swift and Field*-
ing; but we remember Wilhelm Meister
at thc play. He was enchanted when the
audience app!aude<. a tragedy. How
glorious to be a tragedian and to move

thfl multitude to such noble ends! But
after the tragedy came a professional
c ntortionist who pleased the multitude
even better than the tragedy hnd done.
Whereupon Wilhelm began to have hii
doubta concerning the prerise value and
quality of the multitude's affection for
'the tragedy. The celebration of great

by critics who use almost pn
the sarr.e langOBgB COnceming every third
book which issues from the publ
may ho less significant of taste and judg¬
ment than it neems. Wo may be moved
in remember the paying of I.a Rochefon*
Cfluld cuiicerning thoso whose praise of
(.thers is really intended to proclaim their
Oflrn diflCBrnmant. Critics who write iike
Mr. Mais often Intend no more than to
.ty: "I see great ment here of which

a less nlert and imaginative man might
lablf be unaware."

The Nightingalcs of
Flanders

"Z.e ro*fignol n'eet pa* mobilici."
.A French Soldier

rHE nightinga'es of Flanders,
X They have not gone to wnr:

A soidier heard them sincir.g
Where they had sung before.

Tjic earth wa-4 torn and quaking,
The sky about to fall;

Tbe nightingkies of Flanders,
They minded not at all.

At lr.tervals he heard thera
Between tho guns, he said,

Making a thriiiing nu.MC

Above the lis'.enmg dead.

Of aroodJand and of orchard
And roadsida tree bereft,

The nightingales of Flanders
Waia Bilg.'.g. "Frnnce ia left!"

-(.race Ha_ard Conkling, in Errrybfidy'a.

Historical Panel by Edmund Garrett

TMIS panel is p.irt of | series done by Mr. (iarrett for the country home of William Hall Walker, at

Qreat Harrington, Mass. Thc panels are said to be remarkable for their rich ort.amctital.on and

the admlrable renderinK of Tudor dress, tcxtiles and woodwork of sixteenth century lingland. ".Many

vears Of Itudy in the alluring. domain of linglish Renaissance have enabled the artist to pertorm a

most difflcalt UBk with jrreat historical accuracy and with bet.tting. digmty," says "The Intcrn-it.onal

Studio." from which the above reproduction is taken.

Hin Chin Chow" Dazzles and Delights
.¦, m Cl in Choav,n o maefcaJ play

',,11 by Oieer Atehe and
..,. miieie bg .' '¦'¦irrir Norton.

'rd Wi the Manhattan Ojtera
by JFtHiam EUiott, T. Ray

tnd Morris GeoL

A Catalogue of Superlatives
The Morning Papert

Timei 1* 'r"ts a new mar^-
Sun_AU New York will have to see it.

Tribune_^ fJ-°'v "¦" magnificence.
World_latoxicatlag loveliness.
Herald_Exqnieite harmonies.
American.The purplo realm of fan-

taiy.
Telegraph.Croat. glitterir.g, mar-

vellous.

The Evening Papers
Evening Sun flowing pictures.
post.Moet gorgeous.
Globe Sheer mechnriical ptrfeetion.
Evening World.A glorious triumph.
Journal Wonderful.
Mail_* ipaetaela of pectacles.

F*\ROM the above pbrnses it becomes
quite evident that "Chu Chin Chow"
is no ordinary }>iece of stage c'.ap-

trapi bat something of unusual interest.
Tho New York critic- nearly met their
Waterloo thii time. There must have been
rather ¦ go deal of feather daiter work
on that eeldom-dk-turbod dict-oaary of
¦heer oul end out luperlativea. Ono thing,
though, !.« particularly noticeable in the
teviewi of this new ipectacle: they are all
written with COBSpicaoai enthusiasm; the
critiea behaving much In the manner of
children arho have seen something breath-
iess and extraordioary and can scarcely
wait to cotnmunlcate the new wonder.

Louis Shcrwin, in "The Globe." pointed
out that "Chu Chin Chow" "helongs to no

known genus, type, form or ityle of
drama," and he adds:
'T loaiea, that most tediour. of dramatic

,.\e i.nd a d.ure of a time
.- .:. It ll partly Arabran fairy

tale, partly eomli oprra, partly straight raelo-
HippoJron.e ballet und riot-

ous pagtantry. it 1* altogether one of the
moat beautiful _hows 1 hav. _.en on the New

Ralpfa Block, in The Tribune, deseribes
the magic ingredienti thus:

"It ll the perfumed Orient of romanco you
v. iII Bad in 'C'iu Chin Chow,' the Eaat of
echoing si'.ver bells, of BOaqUOl and th. BSCI*
zir's call to prayer; tlie OrK-nt thnt Marco
Polo d'-.ovi rtdj a land of sp.ces ar.d Grecian
\\ ..:,.-. at bazaars iaden wit!. lare lilkl and
cloth of _oid. ol baautlfal women with hidden

I y ar.\ \

ring "-ch-mes of men to win
them. lt ll an Ara. ian ligBt'l enterta.nment,
*f\\ inaaeci oi co'or and lound
of 'Schaharaaada,1 ur.touched by the some-

time» a.rid Ru^ian mood of tragedy, and
withal a sho.v of marcnificenee wlseljr attuned
to auch a trme aa this, when tlie theatre be¬
comes a refuge from the rrevsura of reality
without."

ln "The Journal" one firrds thii expres¬
sion of delight:

"I...:.?.. li you will, of a (f'ornied Ali Baba.
of the CaaiOOl Alauuin and hia wonderful
lamp af Haroua Al Raacbid.or Tbali >'f

tli of Bahylon, Byzantium
a d Bag'iad- of the felei of Cairo and Con-
stantmople.of the bacchanala of Rorne, Ra-
madan ard Kuritania. Roll them all Into
i,-r, nulti] Ij .httn by alnity*twe and aJ.i thi

FLORENCE REED
In "Chu Chin Chow"

1317 idea of gorgeuusne-fl a« »upplieil by
tho«e ma-ter*, (i.-st, Com«tock a:. i Elliott,
Thi-r.. I " *.'..' if thfl imagirjat ion, 11
vret a flcaicaly adequate idea of the effect of
'Chu Chin Chow.'"

Louis De Foe, in "The World," frankly
admitted that he just couldn't find any
adequate comparisor.s to help convey the
"pictorial loveliness," the "marvellous ef¬
fects of color and light," the "exotir
and the continuous assaolta upon tho
senses."
To John Corbin, of "The Times," it

seemed that.
"P.rhap* the t'jnest feature in no much gor-

geous briihance is in the ro.tum.fl destgned
by Percy Ander.on. None of the mtn of his
craft has a finer or a richer .en.e of color,
or a greattr grace and suaviry in line. Aad
r.ow he ha« BBBflfgBBfl the laflT._BB.fl influence
of Leon Hal.-t und b!o*sorrn out la tffectfl
that are ai bitarre as you will."
And Lawrence Reamer. in "The Sun,"

suggested that, in eonnaet-Oa with the boo*
cesaion of beautiful scenes

'Perhapfl in the rr.anr.er of the:r divu'.gence
**a» thfl novelty most striking. Or.ly the
alare rr.arket, wh:ch baiked under th. mluday
sun and the steel h'u. »ky, was diffused with

light. In the other actfl tha eoneentrated 11-
luminatinn fell dil novlng char¬
acter in the picture. If the .flckcroBBBfl were

lit up, flrkflthflr it be in the cactus prove or

the BSTfl of tho robbers, the illumination
ru,Ver forthflr than tha charaetat
it was asppoaed to follow and bring out into
the view »f thfl audience. It was a r.ovel
und arti*tic detail."
One fact, in particular, did not escape

the notice of Charles l>ar:..on, who saii
in "The Lvening World":

"Incidrntally, there wa.*. a fashion show in
.tl. old Bagdad that will mai.e bip N'ew

Vork open its eyi
Alan Dale, in "The Ameriean," said:
"You fflfll trfl-flflfldofl ly plflflflfld with ynur-
.;' flfl you rflaliaa tha arith which

you are able to get ,-itmosphere,
right from tho fldioua drabacaa of the out¬
side. From thfl ab*raa of tha ereryday to the
sumrnit of romance! This la th? climb you
make, and rcaliy. you are charmed with your
own li.-aomo ability to icsls the he'^hts.
Some eli-flbflr, you j-ay! But isn't. it nico to
get a thousand jrflara iy and
to escape from thfl I' ¦* ind Thievfli
of New York to the Forty Thieves of the Ara¬
bian Night.""'

".Story, God bless you, there ll none to
tell, sirs!" Thifl fact troublod J. I.anken
Towse, of "The Kvening P< *'," b little.
But one found the BBflM Mr. Towse, fur¬
ther down in the coltunn, admitting that
"nothing mattered much, except the scen-

ery, thc eoettunaa and tha dancinf." And
one was told at the very end of this
review that "a better show no one could
wish to sec." even thoogfa there be "pre-
cious little of the drama in it."

Must praise went to the larpre east.
Ifr. Corbin, in "The Times," pail:
"Tyrone Power plays thfl title role, chi.-f

of the fortj ¦¦ and, when opportunity
affords in thfl .itnpljr told and briskly mov-

Inf itory, wlth dl ter-
ror, not only from his eommaadtnsj physiqaa
and voice, but from a laall) rtgeroBB nnagi-
r.ati.n. Henry Dixey is Ali Babfl, skipping
about the stcge in his familiflr gracfl and
miming in a manner grote-Jiuely humorOBfl.
Tlie brace of lovely heroines are pl.iyed (and:
*unjfl most chnrmingiv l.y Tflflflfl K ><*;i anr!
P'lorence Reed. As Ah'« son, Georgfl Rafllfljr
aBf n h'irh tenor that waa _r*en«ra]

ft-ctivt. The il.incrrs arcra eotnp«tent and
many minor eharacter parts war* delightfully

Evflrywhflra thera w
of a mjinagcrr.erit that WBI as lntfllllfl*flBt and
tasteful as it was corr.pi t_. rit."

Reviewing the
Reviewers

M

VIII
t IAB1 I.s DASNTON

i

R. DARNTON A.lrian,
Kl « \.i ra ha
work. A few yenrs later hfl joined

the stalf of "The Detroit EflflBiag New.*" and
¦Tflfl B fflllow r-porter on thflt paper of

r.ugenH UaUtr, who,
says Mr. Iijiruton, was
rhen ihfliriag k
symp'.onis of the play-
v. ritirg fever.

In the course of »ix or
more years he aerved
alao a< -writer,
logislative ci rri-spondent

'.
1' '''. '4go he

came tfl Nflfll ,i »rt ro
write about the thiatrc
for Thfl r-vening
World."
"Anrl that," in his own

worvl-, "U flll there is to tell."

Feodor Dostoievsky |
rrtomoPMom _, m* ****** .-.iv.r-.ry-f .*>*.« **!*. %£+TtESZ***mm^^*>*<*" t*^****^
,,..a.,' m h... I.ah. «*' ~***£l£X*!Z WM .. mnriMteiX »tra,.!« .«

,:,v .' lifo 1,11-1 him «_- Litlornrw -..1 MfMd .li.__il.mK>. All of k» »"*.

Ivtic nrra Su.h arc lhe _.___¦*_*« "tt**** valu.tiMi. of ].._..wv-k..

_.,," .f a marvlloa. d, .am. lifo _>ok on a wholl, new, a, Ml___l a-i op. m ,.*

1, °

Tho Jroam itself i«. unfort.m.u-ly, of a lenKth wh,,h proh.l,,,, r-prmu,
Z ,«_; op,,,,,, paraKraphS w.ll Kivo » HfM* P'Ctnre of tho *_¦___.*
tarv. distractcd dreamcr.

A Fragment From "The Dream of a

Qucer Fellow"

IAM a qflflflS Mlflflr. Ikflf bbII BBfl mad

now. Thnt woul.l be a prornotion lf I

wtro not still tbfl same queer fellow for

(Bflflfl as before. Hut I'm Bfll cro-s with them

any more; now I love thflfl. all, even when

¦gh at me somehow I love them more

thBB Bflflf I «ould liKigh with them myself
,. B-yflfllf. but for love of them-if it

,!.,i ...t makfl r.n- ko aad tfl look at them

toi, hflflflBflfl thfly Bfl flOt know ihe truth, and

I ,io Hofl» hard it ffli flM "»" wh°

know*- the truth! But tl cy won't understand
|| . ill * won '1 >l-

Btfora I uafld tfl iflffflr decpiy. BaflflBflfl I
(..tnfld qflfltr. Nat aflflflnxl, flflt was. I al-

irayfl was qnflar; perhaps I've known it from!
tne dav of my birth. Perhaps when I was;

only BOflOB I ***** that I was queer. After-
v.ard i went tfl school, then to the un'.ver-.

¦ity, and Wflll, the mere I Btfldlfld the more

I discovered that I was queer. So that finally
it seemed to me that all my university:
knowlcdge exi-ted only to explain and prove,
to BBfl, the deeper I plunged into it, that.
I was queer. Eflflb day increased and
htrengther.cd my consciousness that I looked

lB every way. Kverybody always;
laughfld flt me. Ilu' BOt o.'.e flf t*.cm knew,
AI | ifl -(I that if there was a man on earth
who really knew how queer I was that man

WM B.ySfllf. Their r.ot knowing that was

nuite tbfl mos* insulting thing of all, but

t'uera l bbi to blamfl. I irfli always so proud
thing wou'.d iadacfl me tfl confe.-s that

to .... or.e. My pride increased with year3.
ar.d I vil ly beiieve that if it had happened
that i had allflfl/fld fltyaolf to confess that I,

Iflcr to any IhriBg soul I would have
blown out my bruins flrith a revoiver on the

r-pat Oh, how mu-'h I BBffflrfld as a youth
ror fflflr l might not bc able to hold out and

suddenly, somehow, confess to my
eofliradeal

Hut aiaefl I became a young man, though
each year I realized my awful nature more

and nor*, for some reason 1 have been a little
calmer. For some reason or other, I say, for
even now I cannot detine it. Perhaps bflCBBM
i terrible angui*h has been born in my soul
of one thing which was intinitely higher than
tne whole of me- it was thc conviction tha*.
hnd dflflflflBdfld upon me that lt Ifl all the

MjBfl, rfl BB earth. I hfld IBflpflfltfld
bflfore, but the full eoavietiofl came

somehow suddenly la,t year. I suddenly felt
t'.iat it would be all the same tfl me if the
world really existed or if there was nothing

Godovvsky
LEOPOLD GODOW8KY, the first of

the season's important instrument-
alists to be heard, gave a concert

at Carnegie Hall, October 20, which at-

tracted an audience that overflowed upon
the stage.an audience that followed tlie

long and varied programme intently, and
whose applause insisted upon frequent
encores.
The programme, pronounced by "The

Sun" "generous and well planned," began
"with Bevthoven's A flat sonata, opus 110,
and leape<l thence to the Brahms A flat
intermezzo and rhapsody in E flat. Then
followed a miscella.'ieous group in which
CrOdOWBky. I.ully, Bamaaa and .Scarlatti
were the composers. Chopin contributed
tho next section and a miscellar.y made
the conclusion."
To "The Sun" Mr. Godowsky appears as

"the von BuTow [pianist, not Prince] of
his time.

"His recitals are educational. They are
tho summit of all achieverr.ent in the domain
of the lecture reeital, for tbfl reeital is in this
cuie thc lecture. It is a pianist's cummentary
on the w.y things should be done. The artist

>¦< - tba Bfl thorflfl sonata in a manner
that proclaimed Us own academic correctness
i*j incontrovertible manner. As an analysis
of the composition it was faultlcss. Hut ex-

cept in the iilow movement, which w-.s ad-
mirably played, there was little to warm the
imaginat.on of the hearer.
"Mr. Ciodowsky has a remarkably tine tech¬

nique v.-.d a beautiful command of touch, but
I. 1 BIBfldl are c-isentially reflective and pene-
trating rather 'han impressive. He is a mi**-

t'>r pianL-t, viewed as a piani't exclusively.
As an interpreter he is lriU-llectual and m-
Mructive, but not touching. Much protit can
b" obtained by .tudying his readings."
M *t of the critics commented upon the

(iudowsky intellect as conspicuous in a

'.tmg of temperamcntal cixilnesa. "The
piani-it for pianists" he is termed. How¬
ever, it remains to reckon with the big
.-udienee, which, on this occaaion, waa un-

6t-niably mirred. And this fact moved
Sigmund Spaeth, in "The Evening Mail,"
U) observfflj:

"I.rop-.'d GodflVflky has alwaya been re¬

garded as es»entialiy a pianist's pianiat, one'
flrhflflj the greatest would gladiy call ma.Uer.
but who somehow failed to touch the heart of
the public intimately. His reeital of Saturday
flftflBMBB indicated that « rflvision of thi*
fltock judgment might »oon be necetiary, for
both in numbers and ln enthuslaam the audi¬
ence was overwhelmlng.

¦:mw***waW**M*;'-

Feodor Dost>ievsky

ar.ywhen. I began to feel wlth lll my hetag
that there had been nothing behind Bf

¦_r.e conviaca
that there never would be ar j\ ..-.*. Thn l

Idenly '';tn tt9**
began almoit nol *¦ ">...*»

thli wai shown in the moit trvne
ai iin, tim

i would walk ln th( ; ¦".*.¦.
..cople Not be.-_.ur- I wai lt il thoufht-

bad I to I *** *.¦...*
-.ua.

to me. Ar.d r.r. for lolving qUMtieil-lM
¦__.-ar._i tk.ra

B it lt bad beeorai ALL THE Um
To ME ind ill the qoeati ni disarpeaf*..

..Th. parfeetion of irl md *. ******t
techr.iquo wh.ch Mr. Godowsky Vr.r.pteVi
Intorpretationi of Baithotrin, Brahrai tai

Chepin ihould in truth Inipln s-rr.etMng tt

v.v.' and r ..nd almost lead ._. ¦
believe thal ' ¦ JJfJ
more popular appeal do so by lome Itatm

or dlitortlon of reality rather than '.tttt
the :¦-. eBt

"The Gtobe," though in *****
glaeial atl

"Mr. Godowiky is r.ot only an nU '.'.erta

ur.,i ir, he has carried mt

minutiaB of piar.o taehnlque to the ""«**]
degrea of glittering perfection. Ar.d it *

nuU' piai ' ***

does he condeieind to tho glad, ad nou»

the 'orchestral' school of performen; sew

to the pigmentary orgiei of the <¦¦ r;'-»*
know no shame. Human warmth «carta»
t0 b but neither ia human W

. ,, nga
the icy regularity of a jew **t

dow, tl ¦' p*'r*
mummy. ''¦*/.grehBM pieces ar.d a few pa»*i"**f"'
Chopiti thi ntnt tieeuta I itaf*
furthut from bii glaeiel lelil .

.'Th-_ Eveaing Post," though a-imitthg
the existence of laving except: ns. hkaa
his work to "a rose without f-agraM-
while another paper, '-fhe Journal," ¦
it was like "watching the manifold tm

ering of sunlight on the waters ard thid
ing the while cf nothing at all".a rt

uation to which "The Times" bf*
means is ready to subscribe. >r, mr»

that paper, though Godowsky's p\a*m
"is apt to be more lnt_ g than daff
moving," it nevertheless retie .'.- thi a

"of one who has eonsummately Ttiatm*
the mechanism of pianoforto p.ayiag
whose performance has the exquisite c*

tour, the perfect chiselling, the tinkal
surface of a cameo."

*i

Christinc Miller

ON TUESDAY ever.ing Chr -.r.a SC ,

er, "mezzo-cor.tralto," fan>? for . I

large audience in Aeolian Hall. H«rPl|
grammc was composed entirely of ****

in Preach and Knglish.
"Tho Times" wrote":
"Misa Miller's rich and power'.l voil*'j

beautifully man.-.(jel, with fine tt><:'-*'f'
¦hill; it is ipeatanioeilj' and tat'i ¦
duced, and it is put at the servire of .

.

_

taete, ¦ peiietratiiitf feeling of V.v P°*^* '

t'r.e ftrVOBt, the dramatic, the _»ttt,f ,
Th.ro is a wide range at e_pre««!on ll ¦

s.ng-mjr and she got the most out
programme not unifor-niy of lhe
musical value."

In The Tribune it appearci she af ^
praised as an artist, "possessed of cttm j
sterling qualities".an artiit who ".*** *

with intelligence, if with r.o great *m°*j t
ot fire or emotion." It whs regr«a*
however, that her programrr.i ***" |
"more in^ratiating."
"The Sun" pror.ounced Miss M mt ^

full command of her fir.e voice," w"it:
"The American " wrote:

art is an int." ',r

tor.tit bai ripeaed and bro*den«<i ***. *\
penence. It n_y be doubtr.l whether ¦
has evtr tting with more warrrth *n^\
tenslty of feeling. And rarely, Iedl4_[
tfae rich roiddU tonea ot he'r mtita****T
or 'merao-contralto,' as ahe chooses *t **

it, aounded as full, mellow «nd -ibraat I


